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yield herself; she read F6nelon, she devoured
the " Imitation." She gave up trying to solve
life's enigma. " I love the Lord's Prayer bet-
ter," she said a little later, when some one
spoke to her of metaphysics. She concluded
that there was no philosophy but the Christian
religion. If she had been logically led, she
would have gone as far as Pascal; but Pascal
would have carried her too far, to heights too
barren and too icy, to mountain tops and
abysses which had always terrified her soul.
Her theory of exaltation gave place to the
theory of morality, said a friend. Madame de
Stael saw the mystery of existence, as a rela-
tionship between trial and fault. " I have
never committed a wrong," she was wont to
say, "which did not become the source of
a misfortune." "Whatever effort one may
make," she wrote, " one must return to the
recognition of the fact that religion is the true
basis of morals; it is the real and sensible
object within ourselves, which can alone de-
tach our gaze from exterior things. . . . The
science of morals no more teaches how to be
an honest man, in all the magnificence of the
word, than geometry teaches to draw, or
poetry to invent happily. . . . Mathematics
leads one to take account only of what is
proven; while primitive truths such as can be